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Bhe Was standing Tielidedly by the
lable. A mass of letters sent by spe

The Boy Flung the Contents Full In
the Mungarian's Face.

slal miessenger from Loudon after her,
ms and cards lay there In a
plle. Looking down at the lot, she

murmured: “All right, I don't care.”

He concealed his triumph, but be-
fore the look had faded from his face
the saw It and exclaimed sharply:

“Don’t be ~~azy about it, you know.
You'll have . pay high for me; you
know what I mean.”

He answered gallantly: “My dear
shild, I've told you that you would be
the most charming princess in Hun-
gary.”

Onoe more she accepted indifferent-
br: “All right, all right, 1 don't care

tuppence”—and she
sapped her fingers; “but I like to see
pay, Frederigo. Take me to Max-

...-

He demurrad, saylng she was far too
B, but she turned from him to call

determined to go if she had
}o go alone, and said to him violently:
*Don't think I'll make your life easy
for you, Frederigo. I'll make it
Wretched; as wretched—" and she
Beld out her fraglle arms, and the
Nleeves fell back, leaving them bare—
"as wretched as | am myselt.”

But she was lovely, and he sald
Marshly: “Get yourself dressed. I'll
#0 change and meet you at the lift.’

She made him take a table In the
sorner, where she sat In the shadow
sn the sofa, overlooking the brilliant
foom. Maxim’'s was no new scene to
sither of them, no novelty. Ponlo-
owsky scarcely glanced at the crowd,
preferring to feast his eyes on his
sompanion, whose Indifference to him
made his abstraction easy. Hhe was
Ms property. He would glve her his
Htle; she had demanded it from the
Brst. The Hungarlan was a little over-
fressed, with his jeweled buttons, his
large boutonniere, his faultless
tlothes, his single eye-glass through
which he stared at Letty Lane, whose
felicate beauty was in fine play; her
theeks faintly pink, her starry eyes
sumid with a dew whose luster is of
he most precious quality. Her un-
thed tears had nothing to do with
Ponlotowsky—they were for the boy.
Her heart sickened, thinking where
de might be; and more than that, 1t
wied out for him. She wanted him.

Oh, she would have bheen far better
or Dan than anything he could find
m this mad eclty, than anything to
#hich In his despair he could go for
wonsolation. She had kept her word,
towever, to that old man, Mr. Rug-
fles; she had got out of the business
with & fatal result, as far as the boy
¥as concerned. 8he thought Dan
would drift here probably as most
Americans on thelr wild nights do for
s part of the time, and she had come
0 see.

She wore a dress of coral pink,
dghtly fitting, high to her NMttle chin,
ind seemed herself like a coral strand
rYom nesk to toe, clad In the color she
\ected, and which had become cele-
srated as the Letty Lane pink. Her
‘eathered hat hMd her face, and she
vas completely shielded as she bent
lown drawing plctures with her bare
Inger on the cloth.  Afeer a lttle
#hile she sald to Ponlotowsky with-
sat glancing at him:

“If you stare any longer llke that,
Prederigo, you'll break your eyeglass
fou know how | hate 1t "

Used as he was to her sharpness,
te nevertheless flushed and s=at back
ind looked aeross the room, where, to
thelr right, protecded from them as
hey were from him by 'he great door
& young man =at alone.  Whether or
tot he had come to Maxim's Intending
to join a congenla! party, should he
find one, or to choome for a companion
some one of the women who at the
entrance of the tall blond boy, atirred
and Invited him with thelr rataed
lorgnons and thelr smiles, will not be
known Dan Hlalr was alone, pale as
the pletures Letty Lane had drawn on
the cloth, and he, too, feasted his eves
on the Galety girl

"By Jove!" sald the Hungarlan

B T —

Bend us your jJob work,

under his breath,

asked: “What?

you see?”
Turning his back sharply he evaded

and she eageriy
Whom? Whom do

 her question and she did not pursue

the idea, and as a physical weakness
overwhelmed her when Ponilotowsky
after a second sald: “Come, cherie,
for heaven's sake, let's go"-—she me-
chanically rose and passed out.
Several young men supping together
came over eagerly to speak to her

. and claim acquaintance with the Ga -

ety girl, and walked along out to th«
motor. There Letty Lane discovere!l
she had dropped her handkerchief,
and sent the prince back for it.

As though he had been walting for
the reappearance of Ponlotowsky, Dan
Blair stood close to the little tabla
which Letty Lane bad left, her hand-

- kerchief in his hand. As Ponlotowsk:
. came up Dan thrust the small trifie

of sheer linen into his
pocket.

“I will trouble you for Miss Lane's
bandkerchief,” sald Poniotowsky, his

walstcosat

' eyes cold.

“You may,” sald Dan as quietly, his

" blue eyes llke sparks from a star,

left the handkerchief, that's &ll.”

“trouble me for hell!”™ And liftlng
from the table Ponlotowsky's own
half-emptied glase of champagne, the
boy flung the contents full in the
Hungarian’s face.

The wine dushed sgainet Ponitowsky's
ps and In his eves. Blair laughed
out loud, his bands Iin his pockets
The Insult was low and noiseless; the
little glass shattered as it fell so soft:
¥ that with the music its gentle crash
was unheard.

Ponlotowsky wiped his face tran-
quilly and bowed, !
“You ghall hear from me after 1

have taken Miss Lane home."
“Tell her,” sa‘d the boy, “where you

CHAPTER XXVIII.
Such Stuff as Dreamas.

Dan was in his room at the hotel.
He woke and then slept again. Noth.
Ing seemed strange to him—nothing
seemed real. It was three o'clock in
the morning, the rumble of Parls was
dull; It did not disturb him, for he
seemed without the body and to have
grown glantHke, and to fAAll the room.
He had a sense of suffocation and the
nead to break through the windows
and to escape dto ether.

The entrance of Ponlotowsky's two
friends was a part with the ainrcal
naturalness. One was a Roumaniun,
the other a Frenchman—both' spoke
fluent English. Dan, his eyes fixed on
the foreign faces, only half sgaw them:
they blurred, the!r voices were small
and far away. Fnally he sald:

“All right, all right, I can shoot
well enough; this kind of thing isn't
our custom, you know—1I'd as soon kil} |
Dim one way as another, as a matter |
of fact. No, I don't know a darned
soul here.” There was a confab Ip-
comprehensible to Dan. “It's all cne
to me, gentlemen,"” he sald. “I'd rath-
er not drag in my friends. Fix it up
to sult yourselves.”

He wanted them to go—to be aione
—to stretch his arms, to rid himsell
of the burden of sense and be frec.
And after they had left, he remained
in his window till dawn. It came soon,
midsummer dawn, a singularly tender

morning in his heart. His mind
worked with great rapidity. He had
made hls will in the States. He

wished he could have left everything
to Letty Lane, but if, as Ruggles sald,
he was a pauper? Perhaps It wasn't
a lle after all. Dan had written and
telegraphed Ruggles asking for the
solemn truth, and also telling him
where he was and asking the older !
man to come over. If Ruggles proved
he was poor, why, some of hig bur-
den was gone. His money had been
A burden, he knew it now. He might |
have no use for money the next davr
What good could it do him in a ftix |
ke this? He was to meet Ponlo-
towsky at five o'clock 1n a place whose
name he couldn't recn!l. He had seen
it advertised. though; people went _.
thera for lunch.

They were to shoot at twentyfive
paces—he might be a Rockefeller or |
e beggar for all the good his money
could do him In & pinch like this,

His father wouldn't approve, the
old man wouldn't approve, but he had
sent him here to learn the ways of
the old world. A flickering smllo
crossed hig beantiful, set face. His Jes- |
fgons hadn't done him mueh good: he !
would like to have seen good old Gor- |

don Galorey agaln: he loved blm-—he
had wo use for Ruggles no use—it
had been all his  fault, His mind

reached out to his father, and the old
man's words dinnilng  back:
“Buy the things that stay above
ground, my boy." What were those |
thing=? He had thought they werae
passion-—he had thodght they
love, and he Lpd put all on one we - :
an.  She couldn’t stand by him, now |
that he waa poor

The spasm In hig heart was o sharp |

canma

that he made a low sound In hie threat \
and leaned ngalnst the caslng of the |

Give us your job work, l

were l

| shall kIN sure

window. He must see her, touch her

once more,

The fellows Ponlotowsky's seconds
had chosen to be Dan's representatives
came In to “fix him up.” They were
in frock coatgs and carried thelr silk
hats and their gloves. He could have
langhed at them. Then they made
him think of undertakers, and his
blood grew cold. He handled the re-

| volvers with care and Interest.

“I'm not going to let him murder
me, yvou know,” he told his geconds.
They helned him to dress, at least

' one of them did, while the other took

Dan’s place Ly the window and loocked
to the boy like a figure of death.

The hour was gettng on: he heard
his own motor drive up, and they went
down, through the deserted hotel.
The men who had consented to act for
Dan regarded their prinelpal curlous-
ly. He wasn't pale. there was a bright-
ness on his face.

“Partons,” sald one of them, and
told Blalr's chauffeur where to go and
bow to run. *“Partons.”

CHAPTER XXIX.
The Picture of It All.

As far as his knowing anything of
the customs of It all, {t was like lead
Ing a lamb to slaughter,

Villebon, lovely, vernal, at a later
hour the spot for zay breakfasts and
gentle rendezvous, had been deslg-
nated for the meeting between Dan
and Ponlotowsky. There in his motor
he gave up his effort to set his
thoughts clear. Nothing settled dovn.
Even the ground they idew over, tho
trees with their chestnut plumes,
blurred, were indi-tinct, nebulous, as
If seen through a diving-bell under the
gea. Fear—he didn't know the word.
He wasn't afrald-—it wasn't that: yet
he had a certainty that it was all up
with bim. He was young—very voung
—and he hadn't done much with the
Job. His father would have been
ashamed of him. Then all his thoughts
went to Her. The two men in the
motor floated off and she sat there as
ghe had sat yesterday in her marvel-
ouely pretty clothies—her little coral
shoes.

He had held those bright, little feet
In his hands cn the Thames day: they
had just filled his great hands.

Then Letty Lane, too, spirited away,
and the boy's thoughts turned to the
man he was to meet. “The affalrs are
purely formal,” he had heard some
one say, “an exchange of ballg, with-
out serious results.”

One of his companions offered Blair
& cigar. He refused, the idea sick-
ened him. Here the gentlemen ex-
changed glances, and one murmured:

“Is he afrald?”

The other shrugged.

"Not astonishing—he’s a child.”

At this Dan glanced up and smiled
—what Lily, Duchess of Breakwater.
had called his divine young smile.
The two secretly were ashamed—he
was charming.

As they got out of the motor Dan
sald:

“I want to ask a question of Prince
Ponlotowsky—if it {8 allowed. I'll
write it on my card.”

After a conference between Prince
Ponlotowsky's seconds and Dan's, the
elip was handed the nrince.

“If you get our all right, will you
marry Misg Lane? [ g¢hall be glad to
know."”

The llungarian, who read it under
the tree, half smiled. The nalvete of
it, the touching vouth of it, the crude
lack of form-—was perfect enough to

touch his sense of humor. On the
back of Dan's card Ponlotowsky
gcrawled:

“Yes." -

It was a haughty inclination, a sa-
lute of honor bLefore the fight.

The meeting place was within sight
of the little rustic pavillon of Les
Trols Agneaux, celebrated for its pre
gale and beignets; the advertisements
had eonfronted Dan everywhere during
his wanderings these miserable days.

— ———= m
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' Dan Blalr and the Prince Took Thelr

Poslitlons, the Revolvers Ralsed Per.
pendicularly in Their Right Hands.

{ Under a group of chestput trees in

bright feathery flower Prince Ponlo-
towsky and his seconds walted, thelr
frock coats buttoned up and
gloves and silk hats In thelr hands.
As Blalr and his companions came up
the others stood uncovered, grim and
formal, nceording to the code.

Twenty flve  paces. They wero
measured off by the tour geconds, and
at thelr slgnal Dan Blalr and  the
prince took their posttions, the
volvers ralsed perpenille@aily Ta Thelr
right hands.

. caressed him. folded his limbs about.

can's face could wear,

their |

E—

—_—

T —

CHAPTER XXX.
S8odawater Fountaln Girl.

His next sensation was that a warm
stream flowed about his heart.

“My life's blood,” he could dimly
think, “my heart’'s blood.” Redder
than coral, more precious, more costly
than any gift his millions cou!d have
bought her. *I've spent it for the
girl I love.” The stream pervaded him,

became an enchanted gea on which he
floated, and its color changed from
erimson to coral pale, and then to
white, and became a cold, cold polar
sea—and he lay on it like a frozen
man, whose exploration had been in
vain, and above him Greenland's fey
mountains rose like emerald, on every
side.

That {8 {t—"Greenland's fcy moun-

tains.” How she sang it—down—
down. Her voice fell on him like
magic balm. He was a little boy in

church, sitting small and shy in the
pew. The tune was deep and low
and heavenly sweet, What a pretty |
mouth the soda-fountain girl had—Ilike !
coral; and her eyes like gray seas.
The flies buzzed, they droned so loud- |
ly that he couldn’t hear her. Ah, that
was terrible—he couldn't hear her,

No—no, it wouldn't do. He must
hear the hymn out before he died,
Buzz-—buzz—drone—drone. Way down
he almost heard the soft note. It was
ecstasy. Sky-—high up—too faint. Ah,
Sodawater Fountain  Girl—sing—sing
—with all your heart so that it may
reach his ears and charm him to those
strands toward which he floats.

The expression of anguilsh on the
young fellow's face was so heart-
breaking that the doctor, his ear at
Dan’s lps, trled to learn what thing
his poor, fading wind longed for,

From the bed's font, where he stood,
Dan’'s chauffeur came to the gentle
man’'s slde, and nodded:

“Right, slr, right, sir—1'l1 feteh Miss
Lane—TI'll 'ave 'er ‘ere, sir—keep up,
Mr. Blair.”

He was golng barefoot, a boy still
following the plow through the moun-
tala flelds. Miles and miles stretched
away before him of dark, loamy land.
He saw the plow tear up the waving
furrows, tossing the earth in sprink-
ling llnes. He heard the shrill note
of the phoebe hird. and looking heav-
enward saw it darting into the pale
sky.

“What a dandy shot!” he thought
"What a bully shot!"”

Prince Poniotowsky
good shot,

Ah, there was the smell of the hay-
flelds—no—vlolets that sweetly lald
their petals on his lips and face. He
was back agaln in church, lylng prone
before an altar. If she would only
slng, he would rise again—that he
knew—and her coral shoes would not
dance over his grave.

He opened his eves wide and looked
into Letty Lane's. She bent over him,
crying.

“Sing,” he whispered.

She didn't understand.

“Sodawater Fountain Girl—if you
only knew how the flies
buzzed, and how the droning was a
llving pain. , . "

Bhe sald to Ruggles: "“He wants
something so heartbreakingly—what
ran we do?" She saw his hands stir
rhythmically on the counterpane—he
didn't look to her more than ten years
ald. What a ecruel thing—he
was a boy just of age—a hoy—

Ruggles rememPered the nights he
had spent before the footlights of the
Gaiety, and that the pale woman trem-
bling there weeping was a great sing- |
ar.

“I guess he wants to hear you sing."” ,

She kneeled down by him: she
trembled so she couldn't stand.

The others, the doctor and Ruggles, }
the walters and porters gathered in }

had made a

the hall, heard. No one of them un-
derstood the Gaiety
words.

girl's English

“From Greenland's ley mountalns,
From India's coral strands . ., "

They were merciful and let him
Isten in peace. Through the blur in
ais braln, over the beat of his young
ardent heart, above the short breaths
the notes reached his falling senses,
and lifted him—lifted him. 'There
wasn't a very long distance between
als boyhood and his twenty-two years
to go, and he was not so weak but
that he could travel so far.

He sat there by his father agaln—
and heard. The flles buzzed, and
de didn't mind them. The smell of the
flelds came In through the windows
ind the Sodawater Fountain Girl sang
—and sang; and as she sang her face
grew holy to his eyves—radiant with
2 beauty he had not dreamed o wom-
Above the choir
rall she stood and sang peerlessly,
ind the church began to fade and |
‘nde. and stll ghe stood there in a |
shaft of lHght, and her face was like
in angel's, and she held her arms out
0 him as the waters rose to hils lips.
She Lent and Ufted him—lifted him !
ifgh upon the strands,

CHAPTER XXXI,

In Reality.
Dan awoke from hls dream, and sat

imddenly up in bed in his shirt sleeves, |

| fnglish?"

Sl more indistinetly the boy saw |

the sharp-eut pleture of 1t all
the diving bell was einking deeper—
deeper— Into the sea

"IC T adm,” he sald to htmself, “1
Aure.”

Blalr heard the command: “FPire!"
and supposed that nfter that he fired,

e——

Send us your job work.

!

re- | rushed his hond across his eyves

i nust have had o ripping fag on last

ind stared at the people in hls room
t hotel boy and two strangers, not un
fke the men in  his

drenm He

"Sit down, will you? I you speak

They were foreigners, but they did |
ipeak English, no doubt far more per
ectly than did Dan alr,

“"Look here” the hoy sald, "1 don't
tow what's the atter with me-—I

ght—=let me put my head In a basin
f water, will you?”
He dived into the  dressing-rrom, |

Serid us your job work.

, dead next vear, and 1 don't care.

—

ind came out In another second, his
olond head wet, wiping his face and
pair furfously with a towel. He hadn’t
*eamed as he did now on these two
itrange men—for weeks,

“Well" he asked slowly, “I expect
7ou've come to ask me to fight with
Prince Poniotowsky — yes? it's
igainst our prineiples, you know, in
‘he States-—we don't do that way.
Personally, I'd throw anytaing at him

could lay my hands on, bui I don’t
‘are to have him let daylight through
me, and I don't care to kill vour
rlend. See? I'm an American—yes,
- know, I know,” he nodded sagely,
‘but we don't have your kind of fights
sut our way. It means business when
#e g0 out to shoot.”

He threw the towel down on the
able, soaking wet as it was, put his
1ands in the pockets of his evening
Ylothes, which he still wore, for he
jad not undressed, threw his young,
lond head back and frankly told his
7lsitors:

“I'm not up on swords. I've seen
:hem In pictures and read about them.
but I'il be darned if I've ever had one
n my hand.”

His expression changed at the auiet

' tesronse of Poniotowsky's seconds.

“Gee. Whew!”" he exclaimed. “he
loes, does he? Twenty paces—re-
volvers—why, he's a bird—a bird!"

A slight flush rose along Dan's
theeks. I never liked him. and you
ion't want to hear what I think of
1im. ut I'll be darned if he isn't a
oird.”

His eyes caught sight of a blue en-
velope on the table. He tore the tele-
gram open. It was Ruggles’ answer
‘0 his question:

“Quite true. Te!l vou about it.
*ive your hotel around noon.”

The dispatch informed him that he
was really a pauper and also that he
dad a second for his duel with
Poniotowsky. His guests stood for-
mally before the young barbarian.

“Look here” he continued amiably,
“I ecan't meet your Dago friend like
this, it's not fair. Ie hasn't seen me
sitoot; it Isn't for me to say it, but I
can’t miss. Hold,” he interrupted, “"he
has, too. He was at the Galoreys’ at
that first shoot. Ah—well, I refuse,
tell him so, will you? Tell him I'm
an American and a cowboy apd that
for me a duel at twenty paces with a
plstol would mean murder. 1 like his
pluck—it's all right—tell him anything
you llke. He ought to have chosen
swords. He would have had me there.”

They retired as formally as they
had entered. and took his answer to
their client, and after a bath and
careful toilet Dan went out, leaving
a line for Ruggles, to say that he
would be at the hotel to meet him at
noon,

Ar-

CHAPTER XXXII,

The Prince Accepts.

The Hungarian, in the Continental,
was drinking his coffee In his room
when his friends found him. He
listened to what they had to say cool-
ly. His eye-glass gave him an air of
full dress even at this early hour.
Poniotowsky had not fallen into- a
deep sleep and had a dream as Dan
Blair had—indeed he had only reached
his room the night before when a let-
ter had been brought him from Miss
Lane. He was used to her caprices,
which were countless, and he never left
her with any certainty that he shonld
see her again, or with any idea of

what her Tiext move Would be,
letter read:

Thé

“It's no use. I just can't. I've always
told you so, and I mean it. 1'm tired out
-1 want to go away and never sce any
one again I want to die. I shall be
Please
leave me alone and don't come to see
me, and for heaven's sake don't bore me
with notes.’

When Poniotowsky received thils

note he had shrugged, and decided '

that if he lived after his duel with
the young savage he would go to see
the actress, taking a jewel or a gift—
he would get her a Pomeranian dog,
and all would be well. He listened
coolly to what his friends had to say.

“C'est un enfant,” one of them re-
marked sneeringly.

“In my mind, he i a coward,” said
the other.

“On the contrary,” answered Ponfo-

towsky coolly, *he shoots to perfection. |

You will be surprised to bear that 1
admire his refusal. 1 accept his de-
cision, as his skill 1s unquestioned
with arms.
reply as an apology.
have you inform Mr. Blair of this fact.
He's young enough to be my son and
he is a Dbarbarfan. The incideut 18
closed.”

| time,

I choose to look upon this . and saw them, and stepped back, un-

I would like to |

| 1I¥ before he spoke.

He put Letty Lane’s note in his;

pocket, and lelsurely prepared to go
out on the Rue de Castiglione to buy
her a Pomeranian dog.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

The Things Above Ground,

Higgins let hlin In, and acrosa the
room Blair saw the figure of the ac-
tress against the lght of the long
window,
cadne up, and though she knew who

It was, she was far from dreaming

how different a man it was that came

in to see her this morning trom the
vne she had known,

“Won't yon turn around and bid

[ me goodby?” he asked her. “I'm go

fng away.”

She gave him a languld hand with-
out looking at him

“Has Higgins gone?”

“Yes. Won't you turn round
say how de-do, ang good-by?

and
Liosh

e Pr——

had shone on him
dream.

“Are you very {lI?' he murmured.
"Speak to me—tell me—are you go-
ing to die?”

“Don't be a goose, boy.”

“I've had a wire from Ruggles,”
Dan said; “he tells me it's true. I
have nothing but my own feet to
stand on, and I'm as poor as Job's
turkey.” Looking at her impressive-
ly, he added, “I only mind because &
will be hard on vou.”

"Hard on me?”

“Yes, you'll have to start poor
Mother did with father, out there in
Montana. It will he rough at first
byt other have done it and been hap
py, and we've got each other” The
eyves fixed on her were as blue as the
summer skies. “Money's a darned
poor thing to buy happiness with
Letty. It didn’t buy me a thing fit tc
keep, that's the truth. I've never been
0 gay since I was born as I am to-
day. Why, I feel,” Le said, and would
have stretched out his arms, only he
held her with them, “like a King.
Later I'll have money again, all right
—don't fret—and then I'll know fts
worth. I'll bet you weren't all unhap-

in his curlous

py thera in Blairtown before you
turned the heads of all those John-
nies.” He put one hand against her

cheek and lifted her drooping head
"Lean on me, sweetheart,” he said
with great tenderness.
right.”

A coral color stole along her cheek:
It rose like a tide under his
hand. She looked at him. fascinated.

“It's not a real tragedy,” he went
on. “I've got my letter of credit. and
old Ruggles will let me hang on to
that, and you'll find the motor cars
and jewels will look like thirty cents
when we stand in the door of our lit-
tle shack and look out at the Value
Mine.” He lifted her hand to his
lips, held it there. and the spark ig-
nited in her; his youth and confidence,
his force and passion, woke a woman
in Letty Lane that had never lived be-
fore that hour.

He murmured: “I'll be there with
You, darling—night and day—night
and day.

She found breath to say. “What has
happened to you, Dan—what?"

“I don't know,” he gravely replied.
“I guess 1 came up pretty close
against it last night; things got inte
their right places, and then and there
I knew you were the girl for me, and
I the man for you, rich or poor.”

He kissed her and she passively re
ceived his caresses, so passively, sc
without making him any sign, that his
magn.ficent assurance began to
shaken—his arms fell from her.

“It's quite true,” he murmured, “I
am poor."”

She led him to the lounge and made
bim sit down by her. He waited for
her to speak, but she remalned silent,
her eyves fixed on her frail hands, ring-
less—tears forced themselves under
her eyelids, but she kept them back.

“I guess,” she said in a veiled tone,
“you've no idea all I've been through,
Dan, since I stood there in the church
cholr.”

American though he was, and down

Eweel

L

“It will be all Q

.‘

.

on foreign customs—he wouldn't fight
a duel—he got down on his knees and.

put his arms around her from there.

“I know what you are, all right Let-
ty. You are an angel.”

She ga-e way and burst into tears
and hid her face on his shoulder, and
sobbed.

“I believe you do—I believe you do.
You've saved my soul and my life.
I'll go with you—I'll go—I'll go!”

Later she told him how she would
learn to cook and sew, and that to-
gether they would stand in the door
of their shack at sunset, or that she
would stand and watch for him to
fome home; and, the actress in her
strong, she sprang up for a minute
and stood shlelding her eyes with her
slender hand to show him how. And
he gazed, charmed at her, and drew
her back to him again.

“You've made dad's words come
true.” Dap wouldn't tell her what
they were—bhe said she wouldn't un-
derstand. "I nearly had to die to
learn them myvself,” he said.

She leaned toward him, a slight
shadow crossed her face as If memo-
rles laid a darkling wing for a mo-
ment there. Such shadows must have
passed, for she kissed him »f her owa
accord on the lips and without a sigh.

Side by slde they sat for a long
Higgins softly opened a door

heard.
Ruggles came in, and his steps In
the soft carpet made no sound; and

.

L3

he looked at the pair long end tendt*n\
=

They sat the:

before him like children,
hands.

Letty Lane's hat lay on the floor.

holding

. Her hair was a halo around her pale,
| charming face; she had caught vouth
| from the boy, she was laughing like a

Her back was to him as he |

he cried as she turned, “how pale you |

are, darling.” And he took her in

his arms.

The viston he had had of her fn her
coralcolored dress at Maxim's gave
placa to the more radiant one which

Give us your job work,

girl—they were making plaus.
as the sobject was Love,
was no money in the question, and as
there was sacrifice on the part of
each, it is sufe to think that old Dan
Blalr's son was plauning to purchase

thosa things that stay above ground
dnd persist in the hearts of us all.

THE END.
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